4O2                  The Abode of Snow.

British Government does not allow its subjects to cross
the border, owing to the above-mentioned accident.which
may happen to their fingers ; but I thought there could
be nothing wrong in my crossing to a village which was
in sight of our own territory, and could easily be de-
stroyed. The next day I was to be handed over to the
guards of the Yusufzai district;' and, meanwhile, had
only to deal with the native Thanadar in command of
the armed police. That functionary, however, would
not countenance any such proposal, and told me that
Kubbul was a particularly bad place to go to; that a
few nights before it had come over and attacked one of
the villages on his side of the Indus, and that, at the
moment, it was fighting within itself.

This looked bad; but fortunately, a few minutes after,
one of my servants came up to the roof of the Thana on
which I was sitting, and told me a curious story about
the Jemadar, the second in command. That hero had
once been in this or some other police Thana in which
a considerable sum of money was lying, whejp. it was
attacked at night by a number of Afghans from beyond
the border. Judging the attacking force jto be over-
powering, the Thanadar and his police fled, probabljT
no resistance being made to that, as the money was the
object of the raid; but old Hagan, as I shall call the
Jemadar after the hero of the " Nibelungen Lied" who
fought a similar fight, but in a less successful manner,
remained behind, concealed in the darkness of the night
and of the Thana. Before the Afglians had broken into
the place where the money was, he attacked them single-
handed with a tremendous sword which he had, cutting
down the only torchman they had at the first blow, and
then slashing away at them indiscriminately, He had
advantage of knowing that every one about him
. ,an enemy; while the Afghans; tdcen by surprise,
and confused Jn the darkness, did not Jpow how many